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Practice 


Author's Notes: 
A few months ago | went to Metallica\'s concert in Udine (Italy). Everybody was great, but Kirk. And this 
drabble is the result of that night. 


| don\'t write very often, so a feedback would be greatly appreciated :) 


He could see it on his fans' faces and on his bandmates’ as well. Dirty looks that said it all. 


He'd failed them, disappointed all those who had come to see him. But shitty nights happened. Nights where 


everything seemed to go wrong and even the easiest riff felt impossible. 
SPANK 


The first to notice had been his tech, and song after song the volume of his guitar had seemed to get lower 


and lower. Better been unnoticed than frowned upon. 


Then James had come to him, directly on the stage, when the lights were dim and nobody could really see 
what was going on But he had come. And hadn't shown any sign of support or, at least, understanding. He'd 


simply scowled at him, sent a couple of courses, and then .. 
SPANK 


Song after song, riff after riff, solo after solo.. All those people cheering at him, and he was just letting them 
down. 


SPANK 


His fingers had felt like jelly, moving frantically on the wrong strings, following the wrong tempo, and he'd felt 


powerless. 
SPANK 


After the show he'd done his best to look unfazed, to be his usual happy self. As always, he'd thrown picks to 
his fans, thanked them for the support, and then he'd disappeared from the stage. 


SPANK 


The humiliation he'd felt, the smoldering frustration.. All he needed was a good shower, steamy hot water 
burning his flesh, charring his disappointment. 


SPANK 

But strong hands had grabbed him before he could make it to the locker room. Imposing hands, brooking no 
disobedience, allowing no rebellion. 

They'd guided him through the maze of hallways and shoved him into a car. 


SPANK 


There, his hands had been tied, his eyes blindfolded. No words had been spoken, none had been needed. Silence 


had enclosed him and all he could hear was his shame. 
SPANK 


When the engine had stopped, those hands had reappeared. Strong and commanding. And had led him to where 


he was standing now. 


SPANK 


His pants had been removed, and his underwear had followed suit. His hands, still tied behind his back, had been 


hooked to a beam, straining his shoulders, forcing him to bend forward. His ass exposed. 
SPANK 


And then James had said "| wonder when you'll learn to practice more, Hammett". 


SPANK 


